AFTER   EVEREST
" Well, what's your wife like ?   I hope you really fep?
you love her and are going to be happy."
" I've never seen her."
" But don't you want to see her ? You're going to be.
married next week."
" No. My mother and father have seen her. That's
quite enough for me."
They were married, but, I fear, not happily.
I	was talking to a few college students the other day.
" What are you studying ? " I said to one.
" History."
" What for ? What profession are you going in
for ? "
" I want a B.A."
II	Whatever do you want a B.A. for ? "
" For a dowry/'
A B.A. in our part of India is pretty sure of a dowry
of two thousand rupees. Of that small group of boys the
majority were being educated at college in order to com-
mand a bigger dowry in the marriage market.
One day last year I went, on an extremely busy morning,
to an Indian wedding, because the bridegroom was a friend •
of mine—in fact, one of our hospital staff. The wedding
was several hours late. The party simply would not arrive
at the church, and I had to go away, after waiting over
two hours, to get on with hospital work. The cause of
the delay was a quarrel about the dowry—as to how
much of it should be tied up legally to prevent the husband
from using it.
Alas, the Christian community in our part are often
worse than the Hindu or any other class of people with
regard to these dowries. I have known a coolie, living on a*-
few shillings a month, forced by custom to give the equiva-
lent of ten years' wages for the expenses of his daughter's
marriage. Besides the absurdly large dowry, there was
also the necessity for a sufficiently elaborate feast to pre-
vent the poor man being, as he put it, " ashamed/' Just
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